Whether these sonnets are well writ or ill,

madam, of both yours is the equal guerdon,
for, as I suffered, so I chaunted still,

seeking with song to ease my heavy burden*
Ah, when the iron strikes, 'tis a strong will

does not complain, nor cry aloud for pardon,
for joyous heart goes lightly up the hill,

but sad goes slow as the soul's sinews harden*
Pursuing love my pleasure I pursued,

nor recked of failure, care, or grief's effects,

so, if it please you, let us banish sorrows,
and, if my voice assumes a gayer mood,

I am but as the mirror that reflects

the looks and deeds it does not make, but borrows*
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